THE SCENE IS CHANGED

In Brindisi I made haste to get aboard a Greek steamer,
regardless of the agent's hint that sheep might be among her
passengers.    So constantly were sheep among them that
there was no hour of the day, certainly not the luncheon
or dinner hour at the captain's table, when a kmb or ewe
might not come to rub against one's chair.   Variety was
added to numbers, for when we put sheep ashore at Valona
or Santi Quaranta we took others aboard for Corfu or
Patras.  But this voyage was enlivened by the happy chance
that we anchored in Corfu harbour an hour before the
beginning of the yearly procession of Saint Spiridion, an
Orthodox monk and patron of the island, whose embalmed
remains are carried under a canopy by bearded priests, while
music is made by civic and religious performers alike.   To
these were added, as at Genoa, the ships' sirens; and such a
cacophony alone would make the feast memorable.   But
Corfu was dressed that day for the parade of rich vestments
and the drift of incense through narrow streets.   The saint
has always been not only invoked but beloved by his people,
whom he has preserved from many threatened calamities
and avenged for others.   As they withdrew into the church
bearing his name, the clergy surrounded their patron's relic
as our peers and officers of state surround a King after his
coronation.
As spectators of this scene, we were unwillingly recalled
to a boat that meanwhile had gathered more sheep than ever
to her hospitable decks. The captain said that most of them
would be turned loose on uninhabited islands with fresh
springs, and there left to graze unattended until autumn.
This use of pasturage explained the carrying of sheep to
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